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she had been sure that he was not the same. She
had seen him before he had seen her; he had stood
in front of the inn, slim and dark, slapping his
thigh with his whip, looking sternly out into a
forbidding world.

She had instinctively drawn her shawl more
closely about her and shrunk back as though she
would prevent him from seeing her. He had
kissed her, put his arm about her, given her a hot
drink, seen to her baggage and, through the drive
out of Keswick along the familiar Carlisle Road,
had been infinitely kind. It had been her own
fault that she had been so helplessly constrained.
He did not know that with every step Georges
was approaching more closely to her. Georges,
Georges . . .

But that cowardice she had foreseen, and with
every strength in her character she had beaten it
back. Then, in place of it, as they turned away
from the Lake into the heart of the woods, the
thought of Jennifer increasingly possessed her.
Why had she come? Jennifer did not want her.
She could not want her. She had yielded to
Francis' entreaties, and now she thought that
Francis did not want her either. It was true, in
fact, that for Francis, too, there had been a little
shock. When he had last seen Judith she had
been a girl; now she was a woman, and, with that
exceptional sensitiveness that was his curse as
well as his blessing, he felt, at first sight of her,
that she had become a woman whom he did not
know.

This resolute, solid little person almost hidden